WHEN HELEN LIVED

WE have cried in our despair

That men desert,

For some trivial affair

Or noisy, insolent sport,

Beauty that we have won

From bitterest hours;

Yet we, had we walked within

Those topless towers

Where Helen walked with her boy,

Had given but as the rest

Of the men and women of Troy,

A word and a jest.

ON THOSE THAT HATED 'THE PLAYBOY OF THE
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ONCE, when midnight smote the air,
Eunuchs ran through Hell and met
On every crowded street to stare
Upon great Juan riding by:
Even like these to rail and sweat
Staring upon his sinewy thigh.

THE THREE BEGGARS
'Though to my feathers in the wet,
I have stood here from hreak of day,
I have not faund a thing to eat>
For only rubbish comes my way.
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